a summer's day, while the
rocking with the
nwotpmb‘ﬂ.:
Tmuﬂdmﬂlﬂ »
his w .ml!’ll’Ul!lﬂln;
Like Satan, he cames from goin
to and fro upom the earth and
walking up and down in it To-
- morrow morning while you are
*  eracking your breakfast egg he
may be off with his little alliga-
tor grip to boom a town site in
the middle ‘of Lake Okeechobee

: to trade horses with the Pata-
We sat at a little, round table,
and between us Wwere glasses
holding big lumps of Ice, and
\ above us leaned an -artificial
* palm. And because  our scens
was sef with the properties o
the osie they recalled to his mind,
Billy was stirred to ve.
“It reminds me,” sald he, “of &
Fourth I helped to celebrate
down in Salvador. 'Twas while
] was running an ice factory
down there, after I unloaded that
silver mine I had in Colorado. I
ad what they called & ‘condi-
jonal concession.’ They made me
put up $L000 cash forfeit that 1
would make lce continuously for
slx months. 1f I did that 1 could
draw down my ante. If I falled
to do so the government took the

pot. So the imnspectors kept
dropping in, trying to catch me
without the

when the thermome-
h:o::.‘:t,lu. the clock at half-
past one, and the calendar at
July 3, two of the littls, brown,
oily nosers in red trousers slid
in to make an inspection. Now,

the factory hadn't turned out a

pound of ice in three weeks, for

p of reasons. The Salva-
':0:0 ::ll:hen wouldn't buy It; they
% "3aid it made things cold, they
put it In. And I couldn’t make
any more, because 1 was broke.
All 1 was holding on for was to
get down my thousand so I could

Ix
leave the country. The =
months would be up on the sixth
of July.

_ *Well. T showed "em all the ice.

T had. 1 raised the lid of a dark-

tsh vat, and there was an ele-

gant 100-pound block of ice,

beautiful and convincing to the

eye. I was about to close down
i the lid again when one of those
i brunette sleuths flops down on
: his red knees and lays a slan-
derous and violent hand on my
guarantee of good faith. And In
two minutes more they had
dragged out on the floor that
fine chunk of molded glass that
had cost me $50 to have shipped
down from Frisco.

“Jce-y? says the fellow that
3 played me the dishonora_ble
trick; ‘verree warm ice-y. Yes.
The day is that hot, senor. Yes.
Mavybeso it is of desirableness to
leave him out to get the cool
Yes.'

“Yes,' says I, ‘ves’ for I knew
they had me. ‘Touching's ‘bell'ev-
ing. ain’t it, boys? Yes. Now
there's some might say the seats
1 of your trousers are sky blue, but
d ‘tis my opinion they are red.

1.et’'s apply the tests of the lay-
ing on of hands and feet.'

/80 1 hoisted both those inspée- °

tors out the door on the toe of
my shoe, apd sat down to cool off
on my block of disreputable
glass. -
“And, as¥l, lve without oats,
while 1 sat”‘_‘there,. homesick for
money and withouf a cent to my
“ambition., there came on the
breeze the most beautiful smell
my nose had entered for a year.
God knows where it came from
in that Lackyvard of a country—
it was a bouquet of soaked
lemen peel, cigar stumps, and
stale beer—exactly the smell of
Goldbrick Charley's place on
Fourteenth street where I used
to play pinochle of afternoons
with the third-rate actors. And
that smell drove my troubles
through me and. c¢linched ‘em at
the back. I began to long for
my country and feel gsentiments
aabout it; and 1 said words about
' Salvador that you wouldn't think
pauld come legitimate out of an
factory.
Amd while T wag sitting there,
W through the blazing sun-
B In his clean, white clothes

es Maximillan Jones, an

merican interested in rubber
wood.,

t .carrambos!’ says T,

stepped in, for I was In

» W@idn't I have

andugh?. »1 know

. . You ‘waat to

_again abont

; i widow

on the train. You'wa lold it nine
times already this | ™

“ Tt must be“Thely ‘says

Jones, stopping In the: doer,
amazed. ‘Poor Billy. “got
bugs. Sitting on ice, and ng

his best friends pseudonyms. Hi!
muchacho!” Jones called my force
of employes. who was sitting in
the sun, playing with his toes,
and told him te put o his
trousers and run for the doctor.
“*Come back, says I ‘Sit
down, Maxy, and forget it. 'Tis
not ice you, see. nor a lunatic up-
on it. 'Tis only an exile full of
homesickness sitting on a lump
of glass that's just cost him a
thousand dollars. Now what was
it Johnny said to the widow first?
I'd llke to hear it again, Maxy—
heonest. Don't mind what 1 said.
“Maximilian Jomes and 1 sat
down and talked. He was about
as sick of the country as I was.
for the grafters were squeezing
him for half the profits of his
rosewood and rubber. Down In
the bottom of a tank of wafer I
L had a dozen bottles of sticky Fris-
¢o beer; and I fished these up, and
:q fell to talking about home
nd the flag and Hail Columbila
and home fried potatoes; and the
drivel . we contributed would
have sickened any man's enjoy-
ing those blessings. But at that
time we were out of 'em. You
can't appreciate home till you've
left it, money till it's spent, your
wife till she's joined a woman's
-club, nor Old Glory till you see

It hanging on a broomstick on
the shanty of a consul in a for-
elgn town.

“And sitting there me and
aximilian Jones, scratching at
our prickly heat and kicking at
the lizards on the floor, became
affiicted with a dose of patriotism
d affectlon for our country.
Fon was me, Billy Casparis, -re-
duced from a capitalist to a pa#-
per by over-addiction to my glass
{in  the Jlump),  declares my
troubles off for the present and
myself to be an uncrowned sov-
.+ mrelgn of the greatest country on
And . lan-
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gets up. and tiptoes to
and windows and other !
trances, remarking. at
each ome. They all do that In
Salvador before they ask for
drink of water or the time of day,
being conspirators. from the cra-
dle and matinee idols by procla-

" says General Dingo
again, and then he lays his chest
on the table quite. like Gaspard
the Miser. ‘Geood friends, senores,
tomorrow will be the ‘great: day
of Liberty and Independence.
The hearts of Americans and Sal-
vadorians should beat together.
Of your history and” your great

Washington I know. ‘Is‘it mot
so” '
“Now me and Jomes thought

that nice of the General to re-
member whem the Fourth came.
It made us feel good. He must
have heard the pews going round
in - Philadelphia about that  dis-
turbance we had with England.

“"Yes,” says me and Maxy to-
gether, ‘we knew Iit. We were
talking about it when you came
in. And you can bet your bot-
tom concession that there'll be
fuss and feathers in the alr to-
morrow. We are few in num-
bers, but the welkin may as well
reach out to push the button, for
it's got to ring.’

“*I, too, shall assist, says the

General, thumping his ecollar-
bone. ‘I, too, am on the side of
liberty. Noble Americans, we

will make the day one to be nev-
er forgotten.'

“‘For wus American whisky,
says Jones—'none of your Scotch
smoke or anisada or Three Star
Hennessey tomorrow. We'll bor-
row the consul's flag: old man

Billfinger shall make orations
and we'll have a barbecue on the
plaza’

“'Fireworks,’ says I, ‘will be
scarce; but we'll have all the cars
tridges in the shops for our gumns.
1'¥e got two navy-sixes J brought
from Deénver' : ‘

‘““There. is one cannon,’ said
tl:a general; ‘one big cannon that
will go “Boom!" A three hun-

n
dred rifies to shoot” -~

*&P u#un Jotes, ‘Gener-
alissimo, you're the real silk e:r-
tic. * We'll ‘maké it ‘a joint Intér-
national celebration. 'Please, Gén-
eral, get a white horse and a blue
sash and be grand marshal’

“‘With my sword' says the
general, rolling his eyes, ‘T shall
rids at the head of the brave men
who' gather in the name of libéer-
ty.'
“And you might’ we suggest.
‘see the commandante and advise

him that we are going to prize
things up a bit. We Americans,
you know, are accustomed ' to

using municipal regulations for
gun wadding when we line up to
help the eagle scream. He might

suspend the rules for one . day.
We don’t want to get in the cal-
aboose for spanking his soldiers

if they get in our way, do you
see?”

“‘Hist!" says Geén. Mary. ‘The
commandante is with wus, heart
and soul. He will aid us. He _ls

one of us.” "

“We made all the arrangements
that afternoon. There was a buck
coon from Georgia in Salvador
who had drifted down there from
4 bustéd-up colored colony that
had been started on some possum-
less land in Mexico. As soon as
he heard us say ‘barbecue’ he
wept for joy and groveled on the
ground. He dug his trench en the
plaza, and got half a beef on the
coals for an all-Hight roast. Me
and Maxy went to see the rest of
the Americans in -the town and
they all sizzled like a seidlits
with joy at the idea of solemniz-
ing an old-time Fourth. |,

“There were six of us all- to-
gether—Martin Dillard, g coffee
planter: Henry Barnes, a railroad
man; old man Billfinger, an edu-
cated tintype taker; me and Jone-
sy, and Jerry, the boss of the bar-
becue. There was also an Pnx-
lishman In town named Sterrett,
who was there to write a book on
Domestic Architecture of the In-
sect World. We feit some bash-
fulness about inviting a HBritsn-
er to help crow over his own
country, but we decided to risk 1.
‘(::lt of our personal regard for

m. h

“We found Sterrett in pajamas
working at his manuscript with - a
bottle of brandy for a paper
weight. ;

“‘Englishman,” says Jones, ‘et
us interrupt your disquisition an
bug houses for a moment. ' Ta-
morrow fis the Fourth of July.
We don't want to hurt your feel-
ings, but we're going to commem-
orate the day when we licked you
by a little refined debauchery and
nonsense—somiething. thgt can be
heard above. five miles off. If you
are broadgauged emough to taste
Wwhisky at your own wake, we'd
be pleashd to have you joln us.'

Do you know,' says Sterrett,
sotting his ::ra- on his ndse, 'l
like your ¢ “in asking me if
T'll join you; blast me if I don't.
You might have xnown & would,
::l&:t asking. t!:’;t &8 a traitor

. owh counmtry, .
intrinsic joy of a — q'.
I woke up b
an fjce fae
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“ “Noble Americans, We Will Make the Day Ome to Be Never Forgotten!”

is gone into.the kitty of this cor-
rupt country on that last bluff
you made, you've got just fifteen
Chili dollars left worth forty-six
cents each. at bedtime last night
and steadlfly going down. Today.

you'll blow
hurrahing for that flag. and to-
morrow you'll be living om ba-
nanas from the stalk and screw-
ing your drinks omut of your
friends. What's the flag done for

in your last cent

you? While you were under It
you worked for what you gotL
, You wore your finger nails down
skinning suckers, and salting
mines, and driving bears and al-
ligators off your town lot addi-

Little I'Cﬁ;irl_ Win;sFirst Uncle Wiggily Prize;
- Herald Offers More Cash for Colorings

34 Contestants Honored by
Judges in Selecting Best
: Drawings.

Hundreds of boys and girls com-
peted for The Herald's cash prizes
for the best colorings of the Uncle

Wiggily drawings printed last Sun-
day. The winners of this contest are
announced jn loday's Herald, and
another drawing to be colored is
presented. -

The awards for. last week were
made by Uncle Wigglly's judges, as
follows: !

First prise, §2.—~Annetta T. Kil-
lian, 14 yedrs old, of 1337 Girard
street morthwest. 3

Second prise, §1.50 — Alline Me-
Bride, 13, of 3023 Teath street nerih-
west. :

Third prise, $i—Marle Barien, §,
of 2231 Thirteenth sireet mbrithwest.

Six prises, 50 cents each:

Beatrice R. Marself, 12, of 1023
Otis place merthwest.

Peed, 7, of Mt. Rainler,
Md.

Ralph M. Rogers, 6, 1781 Celum- .

bin read merthwest. - =

Julla Leuipe, ‘Behring,, 15, - 1870
Wyoming ayenme morthwest.

Mary Chiricléison, 14, 2003 Geo-
gia avenwe v

Kate
ntreet southeast.

Hoaorable Mentien.

Eleapor Herbert, 0, 708 L street south-
cawt; Amna Higdon, Sterling, Va.:; Mary D.
Halden, 1242 Girard street northeast; Kath-
ryn’ V. Shaw, 12, 5]2 Kenyon street nerth-
west; Mildred Famsler, 12, Bethesda, Md.;
Dora Ficklen, 13, 701 M street northwest;
Florence Perry, 18, 2000 Fourtsenth street
merthwest; Lucille Mabel Brown, 14, 4238
Eighth street northwest;  Edgené -F. ‘Wil-
hoit, 14, 312 Fayetie street, Alexandria,
Va.; Mary R. Emith, 14," Bast Hyattsville,
Md.; Geneiva Mills,” 11, 107 North Paype,
street, Alexandria,” Va; Grace Kuffler, 1].
2025 Wisconsin avesne northwest; Elsle
Gruff, 11, Graat ayenune,

Agoes E. Btock., 0, 3737 Michigan -avenue
northeast; Mathew T. Hawtelle, 9, 3001
Eleventh street northwest;- Billle Lowe, 9,

straet soutbeypt, Harry Weber, 8.1

ke’ o .
, 15, 1917 Sixteenth

Mannassas, Va,;.

104 Carroll street southeast; Louls C. Camp-
bell. 8 3102 Clay street.. Richmound, Va.;
Ervilla Rolf, 921 Virginia - avenne south-
west; Nicholas Brown. -5, Warrenton, Va.;
Evelyn Howard. 12, 643 Fourteenth street
northeast; Emith, sixth
Adams
street pofthwest; Muriel Ubamberisin, 810
Upham sireet morthwest; Thelma Brown, 227
Oakdale street morthwest: Rita Dowse, 10,
3527 Teath street southwest.

Girls and boys up to 16 Years old
are invited to color the Untls Wig-
gily picture con this page ~with
crayon or paint. All pPletures must
be In The Horald office not later
than Wednesday noon and must be
addressed as follows:

Uncle Wigg!'ly, -
Bunday Herald.
Wathington, D. C.

Contestanta should fill out the
blank be'ow the Uncle Wiggily ple-
Lure.

The Herald offers $2 for the best
drawing; $1.50 for the second best;
$1 for the third best. and 50 cents
each for the next six best. Age of
the contestants will be cunmsidered
In avarding prises.

The awards made for last wcek's
drawings weet to boys and girls
whe: showed plainly that they had
oeer studying the Uncle Wiggily
nictures and stories. By reading the
»torics - théy learned Lhat .1ncle
Wigglly's theumatism- erutch s al-
ways red, white and.blue. Youthtul
readers. are advited to fullow this
feature clogely i? beth the Sunday
and Daily Herald for.suggestions
that will help theém in, the coloring.

The Uncle Wiggily contest has up-
covered at ledpt . one, ‘TEal artist
among the beys rnd girls' who ‘tak=
part. every weal. [This-i5. Bugene. F.
Wilhait, of Alexandria, Virginia.
who tlils weék enclosed .samples of
some fine free band drawings. He

is a cfl'pple anc.never hag been to

gchovl
“Iinéle Wiggily, would. y‘o._i.u mina
going to the store for me®™. askied

Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy oneiday, as
she saw the bunny rabbit geatleman
starting to take & hop with his red.
white and blue  striped twinkling

nose, 4
Oh, there I go again! Getting
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Youthful' Artists Score in
Competition With Older
Children.

things all muddied up, am I not? I
meant Uncle Wiggily had his barber
pole rheumatism crutch with him.

“What may I have the pleasure of
doing for you?" he asked Nurse
Jane.

*“I would like some quinine pills,”
answered the muskrat lady. “I have
a little malaria, and quinine pills are
good to cure it."” '

“I'll get_you -o‘ma." promised Un-
cle Wiggily. So he hopped to the
nine and ten cent store and soon
bought a box of quinine pills, which
were shaped just like birds’ eggs.
only much smalled, of course.

On his way back to the hollow
stumhp bungalow,' Uncle Wiggily
heard a queer little song being sung
by some one in a tree near the path.
The bunny ‘gentleman looked and
saw some fluttering wings and a
curious ' little creature perched on a
branch.

“Oh, what a funny bug!” said Mr.
lLongears, feeling in his pocket to
gee If the pills were safe. -

“] am not a’bug, If you please,
said the vpice, as it stopped sing-
ing. “lI am a hummingbird, and
though I am wery small and my
eggs are very. tiny, still I am a
bird and I bum -and sing. I am
called a hOGmmingbird because 1
move my wings so fast that they
hum like* an airship.” -~

“Oh, 1. am pleased to meet you,"
spoke Uncle Wiggily, anfl then the
hummingbird showed him her nest,

which was as small as a tiny doll's

teacup. In the nest were some tiny
CERS, ]

“Why, they're just the size and
shape of ‘Nurse Jane's quinine pills,”
said the bumny, as he looked at’the
hummingbird’'s nest. ‘

“Yes, 80 they are,”_the bird sang.
“But out of my eggs, small and
tiny, as they are, will come my dear
little birds when I hatch them.
What will come out of Nurse Janes'
pills?" >
.+ “Nathing - but a white, bitfer
powder,” said the bunny. “It would
pucker Nurse Jane's mouth all up.

" except that the powder is inside the

pills and she swallows them whole
without chewing.”

Well, Uncle Wigglly was just say-
ing good-by to the hummingbird;
and-he was putting the quinine pills
back ™ his pocket, the bunny gen-
tlemhan was,' when, all of & sudden,

alohg comés the bad, old Bazoopa,
his way - through the

woods. i -
“I'm 1" howled the Ba-

“I'm-hungry and I want rab-
bl}n_r-_.ouu .and eggs for my Winch!
I "must have hummingbird's eggs,
too, &s all the other eggs are too
urgo!l. I'll take some hummingbird's

With .that -the Bazoopa reacdhed
up, and he was just going to pull

" down the dear,.cute, little humming-

wisted hls ears
oun w1 ov
] . 1 ‘it-._. ; |l 3

]

mup pp_ﬂhh.r

ous fellows, ready to risk any
kind of a one-card-draw, or to
fight grizslies, fire, or extradi-
tion, 1 began to feel glad 1 was
one of 'em. Seo, I says to myself
again: ‘Billy, you've got $15 and
a country left this morning —
blow in the dollars and blow up
the towh as an American gentle-
man should on Independence
Day.'

“It ig my recollection that we
began the day alopg conventionai
lines. The six of us—for Sterrelt
was along—made progréss among
the cantinas, divesting the bars
as we went of all strong drink
bearing American * labels.
kept informing atmosp! here
as to the glory m'm-pm
of the United States gnd ity abll-
fty to subdue, outjumy, and ersd-
icate the other mmtions of the
earth. And, as the findings of
Ameridan labels grew more plen-
tiful., we became more comtami-
nated with patriotism. Maximil-
ian Jones hopes that our late foe,
Mr. Sterrett, will not take of-
fense at our enthusiasm. He sets
down his bottle and shakes Ster-
rett's hand. ‘As white -man to
white man,’ says he, ‘denude our
uprpar of the slightest taint of
personality. Excuse us for Bunk-

wrong with them! TI've got to pget
a @rink of water™

Away he rushed.

“I thought you wanted my souse!”
sald Uncle Wiggily.

“Burr-r-r-r-r! 1 should say not
now!" howled the Bazoopa. “I don't
want anything. My mouth is too
bitter!™
.“What did you give him. Uncle
Wiggily, instead of lettigs him take
my eggs?’ asked the hummingbird
when the bad chap was gone.

“I gave him some of Nurse Jane's
bitter quinine _pills, which looked
exactly like your eggs.,” answered
the bunny, laughing. *There were
more pills than- Nurse Jane needs,
and the Bazoopa chewed them right

down! Oh, how funny he must
have felt! Ha! Ha!
“Well, I'm glad he did.,” buzzed

the hummingbird. “Thank you for
saving my eggs, so that 1 may
hatch little birds from them.” said
the tiny creature. Then sh.e sang
a dear little song for Mr. Longears,
and Nurse Jame was soon cured of
her malaria when she swallowed
the quinine pills without chewing
them. But the Bazoopa had a bit-
ter mouth for a week.

And if the ice cream cone doesn't
try to go swimming in the soda
water fountain, and splash molasses
all over the cream puff, I'll tell you
next about Uncle Wiggily and the
eel. '
(Copyright, 1920, by The Mc(lure Syndicate.)
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- the senor behind -the bar miti-
gates the occasion. with another
s “of "cochineg] . ind aqua
." ,
“Old Man Billfinger, being

charged with a kind of rhetoric,
makes speeches every time we
stop. We explained to such citi-

that we were celebrating the
dawn of our private brand or
liberty, and to please enter such

mit on’ the list of unavoidable
casualties.

“About 11 o'clock our bulletins

: ‘A considerable rise in

1

hook
sStretched our lihe'Rér
row streets, all of us armed with
Winchesters and mnavys for pur-
poses of noise and without mal-
fce. We stopped on & street cor-
ner and fired a dosen or so
rounds, and began a wserial as-
sortment of United States whoops
and yells, probably the first ever
heard in that town.

“When we made that nolse
things*® began to liven up. We
heard a pattering up. a . side
street, and here came Gen, Mary

peranza Dingo on a white
hérse with a ecouple of hundred
brown boys follow!u; him in red
undershirts and bare feet, drag-
€ing gung ten feet long. Jomes
and me had forgot all about Gen.
’ and his promise to help: us’
gﬁbrm. We fired another sa-

and gave another yell, while
the general shook hands” with us
‘and waved his sword. :

“‘Oh, General,’ shouts Jones,
‘this is great. This will be a real
pleasure to the eagle. Get down
and have a drink.’

“‘Drink?” says the general. “No.
There is no time to drink. Viva
la Libertad!

“*Don’'t forget E Pluribus
Unum!” says Henry Barnes.

“*Viva it good and strong,’
says 1. ’'Likewise, viva George
Washington. God save the Union
and,’ I says, bowing to Sterrett,

‘don't discard the Queen.’

“*‘Thanks,' says Sterrett. ‘The
next round’'s mine. All in to the
bar. Army, too.'

“But we were deprived of Ster-
rett’'s treat by a lot of gunshots
several squareg away, which Gen.
Dingo seemed to think he ought
to look after. He spurred his old
white plug up that way, and the
soldiers scuttled along after him.

“'Mary is a real tropical bird’
says Jones. 'He's turned out the
infantry to help us do hanor to
the Fourth. We'll get that can-
non he spoke of after a while
and fire some window-breakers
with it. But just now I. want
some of that barbecued beef. Let
us on to the plaza’'

*“There we found the meat glo-
riously done, and Jerry waiting,
anxious. We sat around on the
grass, and got hunks of it on our
tin plates. Maximilian Jones, al-
ways made tender-hearted by
drink, cried some because George
Washington couldn't be there to
enjoy the day. *“There was a man
I love, Billy,” he says, weeping on
my shoulder. ‘Poor George! To
think he's gone, and missed the
fireworks. A little more salt,
please, Jerry.' ~

“From what we could hear, Gen.
Dingo seemed to be kindly conm-
tributing some noise while we
feasted. There were guns going
off around town, and pretty soon

ROYALTIES ON POPULAR SONG
$250,000; COMPOSER GOT $1

bird's and take.out the tiny
when Uncle Wiggily suddenly
held out his paw.
“Are these  what you want? Re
asked: ;. . o T
The looked at what Un-
cle - held out. They were
little roynd objeets; a half a dosen 2
d;::’.. X Py I
_— e Y ! "n
what I want” an “the bad
v A D} - humming- rdanella” is one of the most
s oty T S Hortat, D T ™
1/ take. your souss, Uncle Wig- America. S el S, To-

Royalties on the ]
ported to have reached $259,000.
And Johnnie Black, whp com-
it. got $100.
Im;’.l.l‘lmhlr.'n" is the most” popular

‘gong that has been writen in France

in a generation,

The French poilu who wrote It

got  mothing—not a centimel—in

{ tles.

When Johnnle Black took “Dar-
danella”™ to Lhe publizhers they told
him it was unusnal.

"MRS. THEKLA ANDREW AND- JOHNNY BLACK.

jofterea bl

’y

M  ——

a check for $100 he accepled.

Now -he is suing for a share
the' royalties.

These cases would seem to prove
that song writing—by the *“un-
known" song writer, Is an wun-
profitable business. But“there are
exceptionsvlike Mrs. Thekla Hol-
lingsworth Andrew, of Joplin, Mo.

Listening to a new song hit one
day, she said: "I could write that
kind -of thing.” And she did.

“Kiss Me, Dear!"” she called it

Iight 'thousand—thz entire first
cvdition—were sold in po dme 'n
that one neig 4 and more

of

" ‘Bomebody's celebrating i !
ball cartridges,” says he, “J'l-
for another piece, ‘Little .

isnt jer | ¢ ROR-residest patriof

o Don’t mind It’ I suys fo him.
y‘z"l: an aceident The,‘;‘. o
U know, ¢
one realng :'m ourth. After
ndepen‘:;nce in New
OWn the 8. R. O. sign to be
hung out at all the hos;
police stations’ e hospitals and
“But fhen
alnd Jjumps

York I've

hand

mostly dropping their o
by way of discharging
And chasing "em al] is g
of feverish little
ing blue trousers
“ ‘Assistance, Amigos,’ the gen
e:arl-esh‘ouu. trying. to stop his
llbert‘r!'A“uun“. in the name of
" ‘That's the Co Azu
President's body‘:.lna‘:!n‘u >
‘What a shame! :
on pt;or old Mary
was helping us to celebrate,
on, boys, it's our Fourth—-cg-‘e::

let that lttle A
break it up? feat ot A. D. 74

“‘T vote No,

wa .u..

ballast
warriors "::.
and caps

the
says Jones
They've jumped
Just because he

l:l);l Martin Dil-
lar 8 Win

It's the privilege of an A;l:urimn“.
citizen to drink, dri, dress up
;nld be dreadful on the Fourth of
uly, no matter WwWhose country

he's in.’
“ Fellow citizens"

man munuer‘ Eays old

‘In the dark
hour of m's birth, 'he:z:
our brave forefathers pPromul-
];’—ab::gyl.ht;eprmclplaa of undying
. n
a bunch o{ bleuve"j":mud e
should be allowed to bust up an
anniversary. Let Us preserve an
pn‘l}wect the Constitution’ ¢
¢ made it una mous and
then we Eathered ou?‘l Euns
assaulted the blye trodps — 1
force. We fired over thelpy
and then charged ‘em with a yell
and they broke and ran. We
Were irritated at having our bar-
pecua disturbed, and wae chasea
ern'n quarter of a mile, Bome
of 'em we caught and kicked
hard. The General * rallied his
troops and joined in the chase
Finally they Bcattered in a thchE
banana grove,
flush a single one.

Bo w
down and rested. - —

“If 1 were to be put, sew
. e
through the third degree® ’.i
wouldn't be able to tell much

about the rest of the day.
that we pervaded the town con-
siderable, calling upon the peo-
ple to bring out more armies for
us to destroy. I remember res-
ing a crowd somewhere, and =
tall man that whasn't Billfinger
making a Fourth of July speech
from a balcony. And that was
about all,

“Somebody must have hauled
the old ice factory up to where ¥
was, and put it around me, for
there's where 1 was when I woke
up next morning. As soon -as I
could recollect my name and ad-
dress I got up and held an In-

quest. My last cent was gone. I
was all In.
“And then a neat black car-

riage drives to the door, and out
steps General Dingo and a bay
man in a silk hat and tan shoes.

““‘Yes,” says I to mysell. ‘I ses
it all now. You're the Chief dgn
Policeos and High Lord Cham-
berlain of the Calaboosum: and
yYyou want Billy Casparis for ex-
cess of patriotism and assault
with intent. All right. Might as
well be in jail, anvhow.'

"“But it seems that General Ma-
ry is smiling, and the bay man
shakes my hand, and speaks in
the American dialect.

“*‘Gen. Dingo has informed me,
Senor Casparis, of your gallant
service in our cause. I desire to

thank you with my person. The
bravery of you and the other
senores Americanos turned the

struggle for liberty in our favor.
Our party triumphed. The terri-
ble battle will live forever In
history.’

“‘Battle?” says I; ‘what battle™
and I ran my mind back along
history, trying to think.

“*S8enor Casparis iz modest,
says Gen. Dingo. ‘He led his
brave compadres into the thicke
est of the fearful confllet. Yes.
Without their aid the revolution
would have failed.

“Why, now," says 1, ‘dem't tell
me there was a revolution yes-
terday. That was only a Fourth
of—'

) “But rizht there I abbreviated.

It seemed to me it might be best.

“‘After the terrible struggle,'
says the bay man, ‘President Bo-
lano wag forced to fly. Today
Caballo s president by proclama«
tion. Ah, yes. Beneath the new
administration I am the head of
the department of mercantile
concessions. On my file I find one
report, Senor Casparis, that you
have not made ice in accord with
Your contract.’ And here the bay
man smiles at me, ‘cute,

““Oh, well,’ says I, ‘T guesg the
report's straight. I know they
caught me. That's all there i
to it.’

“Do not say so.' says the bay

‘ man. He pullg off a glove and
goes over and lays his hand on
that chunk of glass.

““Ice,” says he, nodding his
head, solemn.
i Dingo also steps over
' and feels of it
- "'Ice,” says the General; TN
swear to it
“‘Tf Sener Casparis’ says the

bay man, ‘will present himself to
the treasury on the sixth day of
this month he will receive back
the thousand dollars he did de-
posit as a forfeit. Adlos, senor.'

“The general and the bay man
bowed themselves out, and 1
bowed as often s they ‘did.

“And when the carriage rolls
away through the sand 1 bows
once more, deeper than ever, till
+my hat touches the groymnd. - But
this time ‘twas not intended for
them. For, over their heads, I
saw the old flag fluttering in the
breeze above the consul's roof,
and ‘twas to it 1 made my pro-
foundest salute.”

and we couldn't
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